1 can no longer hold me patient* 
fJeare me you wrangling Pyrates that fall outj 
In fliari ng out that which you hauc pild from me ; 

Which ofvou treniblesnot thatlooke on me/ 

If not, that 1 being Qucencjyou bow li ke fubjeds, 

Yet that by you depofd,you quakclike rebels ; 

O gentle villaincjdoe-not turnc away* 

^/tf.Foule v\ rinklcd witch, w hat makft thou in my I 

^.<(?/4.But repetition of what thou halt raard, ** i 

Thatwilll makejDeiorel let thee goc; * | 

A husband and afounc thou oweilvnto me, ■ 

And thouakingdome.allofyouaUeagence; j 

Theforrowthaclhaue, by rightisyoura, | 

And allthcpleafuresyouvfurpejismine. ' 

£//(».Thecurfe me noble father laide on thee, ; 

When thou didftcrpwnchis warlikebroweswithpaper, t 

And with thy fcorne drevvft riuers frow Hk eyes, ^ ■ 1 

And thento driethcrn,gau*ft the Duke a clout j 

Steept in the blood of prettie Rutland; . ! 

His curfes then from bittcrncire of foule, , 

Denounc’d againft thee, are fallen vpon thee, [ 

And God, notvvc, hath plagudethybloodiedecd* ' 

So lull is God to right the innocent* 

Hafi.O twas the fouleft deed to flay that babcj- [ 

And the molt mercilelfe that euer was heard of. ! 

jS/.Tyrantsthcmrclues wept when itwas reported, * 

Dor/No man butpropheciedreuengeforir. - 

i?«e.Northumbcrland theu prefcntjw ept to fee in ■ 
^^.yW^.What? were you fnarling all before 1 came, I 

Ready to catch each other by the throat, ' 

^nd turne you now your hatred all on me ? , 

Did Yorkes dread curfe preuaile io much with heaucii,- f 

ThatHenriesdcathjinylouelyEdwardsdeatb,- | 

T heir kingdomes loirc,my woefull baniflament, 
Couldallbutanfwer for that peeuifli brat? ' [ 

Can curfes pierce the cloudes,and enter hcauen? ■ f 

Why thengiueway duUcloudstomyquiekccurles; | 

If not by warre, by furfet die your King, 
ovr by murder, to him aKing. 



Edward thy fonne, which now is Prince of Wales, 
for Edward my Ibn,which was Prince of Wales, 

Die in his youth,by like untimely violences. 

Thy felfcaQuccne,forme that was a Queene, 

Out liue thy glory, like my wretched lelfis t 
Long mailt rhou liucto waile thy childrens loiTc, 
Aadfeeanother,as 1 fee thee how 
Deckcinchyglorie, as thou arc (laid in mine: 

Long die thy happic dales before thy death, 

Andaftcr many lengthened houres'of greefc. 

Die neither mot her,wif«,nor Englands Queene^ 

Riuers and Dorlet,you were Handers by, 

A nd lb was thou Lord HaHings,when my fionte 
Was llabd with bloody daggers, God I pray him, 

T hat none of you may liue your naturall age, 

But by fome vnlookc acc i den t cut oH*. 
gia, Hauedonethyebarme thou hateful! withered hag* 
^>M. .(fndJcaaeouttheefllay dog,for thou (halt hcare 
Ifheaucnhaueanygreeuousplagucinllorc, (fme. 
Exceeding thofc that I can wilh vpon thee : 

O let them keepe it till thy llnnes be ripe. 

And then hurle downe their indignation 
On thee thetroubler of the pooreworlds peace: 

The worme of coalcience ftill begnaw thy Ibule, 

Thy friends fufpeft fortraytors whilft thou Uu^, 

And take deepe traytors for thy dcareft friends. 

No fleepe dole vp that deadly eye of thine, 

Vnlclfc it be whillHbme tormenting dreame 
■v^fFrightsthec,withahellofvglydiucls, ^ 

Thou eIuiflimarkt,abortiuc rooting hog, . ' 

Thou that waft leald in thy natiuitie 

The fiauc of nature, and the fonne ofhell. 

Thou flaundcr of thy mothers heauic womb, 

Thou loathed ilTue of thy fiithcrsloyncs, 
Thouragofhonouf,thoudctcfted,&c* f ^ 

C/o. Margaret* '' 

Richard. . GU,Hz. 

. A/. I call the nor* 

<7/9. Tl^^n Icric thee mercy .* for I bad thought 

C * tbott 
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